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Author's Notes: 

Named after the Sisters of Mercy song, | was riding down a foggy, snowy highway when this was playing and 
inspiration hit like a freight train! Really it would make sense to name this ‘Freezing Moon’ due to the amount 
of references to it but | was listening to so much ‘Sisters’ while writing this that ‘Black Planet: seemed more 
appropriate. Ignore the utter lack of realism, | wasn't sure how smutty and dub-con to make this (the prompt 
seemed pretty dub-con to me) but this was what came out of it. Merry Ficmas~ 


It was the ‘freezing moon. So cold and dark 
Euronymous could feel it in his bones, the chills unfurling deep in his marrow. 


He took the final drag of his cigarette and crushed it with the heel of his boot, leaving it and the warmth of 
their cabin behind in the snow-fog. 


The soft, white ground sunk beneath his footsteps. It was the middle of winter, there was no life left on the 
earth. The trees were naked, black gnarled branches exposed as the wind battered against them. 


The cold shows no mercy, and that may be what the Swede sees in it. But Euronymous still wondered why 
Dead insisted on trying to kill himself so damn often. 


If he tried to give himself hypothermia, chances are he's succeeded and now Euronymous is going to have to 
deal with being labeled the bad guy for something totally out of his control. Hopefully Dead hasn't, because 


Euronymous is actually very fond of him. 


Its so still that Euronymous could hear small, steel inhales typically impenetrable to the ear. He ran across 
the woods, mucking up the perfect sheets of snow, and scowled at the sight of his barely living, barely clothed 


bandmate slumped against a birch tree. 


Dead's skin was jumping in on itself, waxy and red around his elbows and knuckles. His scowl deepened, its awful, 
he's awful. Dead's neck was outstretched, long, blond hair scattering down his back as he waited for the cold to 


overtake him. 


“dot. Fucking idiot. l'Il lock you in a padded cell next time!" Euronymous hissed, throwing his shawl over Dead's 


lap before removing his leather jacket and sweater. 


He gathered the trembling Swede into his arms, pressing Dead's angular, sunken chest into his heat. 


Euronymous could feel Dead convulse at the sudden sensation of warmth. His skin felt like fire. 


Wrapping the shawl around them, Euronymous pinned Dead up against the trunk. He watched as his breath 
formed thin, white clouds. Euronymous knew Dead was still conscious, barely but conscious still, so he leaned 


into his ear and whispered: 

"I should let you die next time, yeah?" 

Dead responded with a strangled noise, still squirming against Euronymous' body. The guitarist disliked how Dead 
was the taller of them both, and by so much. He lacked the strength to just carry him home and be done with 
it. Instead Euronymous had to sit here in the cold and try to warm Dead up just enough to get him to stand 
up and begrudgingly do the walk of shame back to their cabin. 

"Weak, aren't you?" Euronymous taunted, "I could fucking rape you and you wouldn't be able to do shit" 

Dead made another noise and Euronymous grabbed him by the jaw roughly, forcing Dead to face him. his 
heavy lidded blue eyes were full of hatred, and that only goaded the guitarist into kissing him. Dead's 
unresponsive lips were cold and hard, and if anything it amused Euronymous. Biting down on Dead's bottom lip, 
he tugged gently, feeling wiry fingers weakly try to press him away. 


He smirked, instead nesting himself closer into Dead and drawing out a mmmpht sound. 


Dead's heart beat hard against Euronymous' chest as he slipped his tongue inside of Dead's mouth. 


"You like this sort of thing.| can tell." The guitarist said raggedly, breathless from his lust as Dead's hands 
trailed to his chest, slipping down to his stomach and weakly pushing him away. 


"You can't hide from me." He whispered hotly, taking a bite out of Dead's throat. 


Dead groaned, banging his head against the tree trunk in frustration. Euronymous' thumb traced a line down 


Dead's sternum, down his navel and over the stitching of his waistband. 


His fingers splayed over the lump growing in Dead's boxers, nudging it gently with an arrogant smile. "I told you 


So. 


"Fucking..rapist' Dead forced through grit teeth, blinking rapidly as Euronymous took his hand and moulded it 
around his throat. 


"Kill me then, choke me." He said, forcing Dead's fingers tighter and tighter around his neck. He watched him 
hard as Dead sighed angrily and lead him closer, letting Euronymous kiss him again 


It was so silent, Euronymous wondered from how far away they could be heard. Looking between the trees no 
one, nothing seemed to be near not a single thing that implied existence. Just thin snow particles clinging to the 


dark, winter air. 


Euronymous felt Dead weakly press his tongue against his, his hands already fallen to his hips. He ground his 
palm against Dead's crotch, licking the small bruises forming over his lips. 


Dead gasped, his lips topling open. Euronymous smirked and pulled down the waistband of his underwear, 
stopping to unbutton his own jeans take himself out of its confines. 


Dead's shocked expression made the guitarists smirk widen. He lead Dead's palm over his shaft, watching him 
shiver from the warmth. 


"Hot, aren't |?" Euronymous whispered, and Dead winced from the double entendre. 


"You're..very.ugly... Dead responded, his words broken. He still attempted to stroke the guitarists warm heat, 


shuddering when Euronymous spat over his fingers. 
"Gross." 


"Don't care." He answered, shivering with pleasure. Euronymous rolled his hips in Dead's palm, signalling him to 


go faster. "Like that.yeah..” 


He threw his head back, scattering black, stringy hair down his shoulders. Euronymous licked his palm, hastily 
reaching down to stroke Dead. He crushed his lips against Dead's, violently pressing him into the birch tree as 


the Swede limply tried to pleasure him.. 


"You're evil" Dead later mumbled, his head ducked down from shame as he continued to warm up underneath a 
scratchy woollen blanket. 


"| take that as a compliment." Euronymous scoffed, pouring coffee into the mug. Dead's eyes were downcast, 


his blonde hair falling in his face as he begrudgingly took the cup of coffee. 

Then his eyes were on Euronymous, dissecting him, as if he was trying to understand something. 
"What?" 

Dead shook his head, like he'd just gotten out of a weird dream: 


"Nothing." and turned to look back at the full moon wistfully, and Euronymous would have been lying if he said 
he didn't feel it's call as well.. 


End 


